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1l|in linen apron twisted into s girdle round hia
waist.

“ Why dang my bottoms, Miks Tiny,"" he
exclaimed, “hoo coom ye to coms oot dubblin
your faet laiko a little Munscovy duck, sich a
duy ne this? Not but what ai'm delaighted to
sac ye. Iero Hesther,' he ealled out to his old
humpbacked house kegpor, ¢ tek the young le-
dy's oombrella an’ spread it oot todray, Coom,
coom in Miss Tiny, an® set yo doon by the faire
an' dry yer faot, sn” hey summat warm to kape
ye from ketehin® eoold.”

Mr, Bates led the way, stooping under the
door-pluces, into his small sitting-room, and,
shaking the patch-work cushion in his arm-
chasir, moved it to within & good ronsting dis-
tance of the blazing fire,

* Thank you, unole Bates,” (Caterina kept
up heér childish epithets for her friends, and thin
was one of them); ‘“not quite so elae to the
fire, for I am warm with wulking."

 Eh, but yer shoes ave faine an' wet, an® ye
must put up yer lnet on the finder, Rare big
faat, bamt 'em ?—aboot the saize of n good big
spoon. I woonder ye ¢an mek a shift to stan’
on ‘em. Now, what'll ye hev to warm yer in-
eaido ? o dropo’ hot elder-wain, now?"

‘ No, not anything to drink, thank you; it
un't very long since breakfust,"” said Outerina,
drawing out the comforter from her deep pooket.
Pockets were ciipacious in those days. ** Look
bere, uncle Butes; here is what T came to bring
you, I mnadeiton purpose for you. You must
wear it this winter, and give your red one to old
Brooks. ™

‘v Eh, Miss Tiny, this is & beauty. An’' ye
made it all wi' yer little fingers for an old foller
laike mae! Dtk itvery kind on Yo, an' [ be-
lave yo I'll wear it, an' be prood on't too.—
Theso straipes, blue an' whaite, now, they mek
it nncommon pritty,"'

| Miafcllangl

Indian Summer.
There {3 a time, just when the frogt
Propares to pave old Winter's sway,
When Autumn In a reverie lost,

The mellow daytime dreams nway
When summer comen, in musing mind,
‘To gaar onte more on hill and dell,
To mark how many sheaves thoy bind,

And see If all sre ripened well,

With balmy breath she whispers low,
The dying flowera look up and glve
Their sweetest inornso ere they go
For her who made their beauties live.
Fhe enlers "usaih the woodland's shsde,
Her sephyrs 1L the lingering leaf,
And bear it gently wherears laid
The lured and loat anes of (ts grief

At Iast ofd Autumn, rislog, taken
Agnin his seeptre aud his throne,
With boisterous hand the tree he shakes,
Tut-nt on gatherlng sl his own.
Bweel Summer, sighing, filok the plain,
And walting Autumn, gaunt snd grim,
Sees mlser Autumn hoard his grain,
Anil smiles to think 1t's all for him.
B e
November.
# Mo warmih, no cheerfulness, no healthfal eape,
No comfortable feel in any member ;
No shaldae, no shine, no butterfiles, no bees,
No fruits, no Nowers, no loaves,uo buds—Novemnsn 1"
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MR. GILFIL'S LOVE STORY.
Complete in Elgmumbm"--ﬂo. a.

CHAPETR VII.

(uterinn tore hersolf from Anthony with the
deaperit effort of one who had just self-reccollec-
tion enough left to be consoious thnt the fumes
of chareonl will master his sonses unless he
lLursts a way for himself to the freash air; but
whon sho reached her own room, &he was
arill to intoxicated with that momentary revi-
val of old emotions, to much agitated by the
sudden retarn of tendseness in her lover, to| ‘' Yes, that will suit your complexion, you
koow whether pain or plmum prodnminnt.ud. | know, hatter than the old scarlet one, 1 know
1t was as if o miracle had happened in her little | Mrs. Sharp will bs more in love with you than
world of feoling had mads the fature all vagus ;avur when she sees you in the new one,"

—a dim morning haze of possibilities, inatead | ** My complexion, yo little roogue! ye're a-
of the somhra wintry daylight and clear rigid [lsughin® at me. But talkin' o' complexions,
outline of puinful certainty. what a beautiful cooler the bride as isto be hes

Sho fole the noed of rapid movement. She on her cheeks! Dang my boottons! she looks
must walk out in spite of tho rain. Happily, | fiine an” handsome o' hosshack—sita 88 upright
thore was a thin place in the ourtain of clouds |us a dart, wi' & figure likea statty !  Misthross
which seam to promise that now, nbout noon, |Sharp has promised to put me bebsind one o'
the day had & mind to clear up. Caterina |the doors when the ludies are comin' doon to
thought to herself, ** I will walk to the Mose- _dinnm‘, 80 as [ may see the young un i' full
lands, and earry Mr. Bates the comforter I hove |dross, wi' all her curls an’ that. Misthross
mada for him and then Lady Ohever.l will not ISlmrp says sha's amost beautifuller nor my ledy
wondor 8o much at my going oubt.”" At the wis when she was young; an' I think ye'll
hall door she found Rupert, the old bloodhound, {noot faind many i’ the counthry as'll coom up
stationed on the muk, with the determination |to that."'
that the first parson who was sensible enongh L Yes, Miss Assher is very handsome,” said
to take o walk thut morning should have the Caterina, rather faintly, fueling the sense of
honor of his appobation qﬂ‘ society. As ho | her own insignificance returning at this pieture
thrust his great black and tawny head undut | of the impression Miss Asshier made on others.
hor hand, and wagged his tail with vigorous olo-| ¢ Wall, an' [ hope ehe's good, too, an'll mok
quenca, and reached the olimax of his weleome L good naice to Sir Cristhifer an' my lody.—
by jumping ap to lick her face, which was at 8| Misthress Griffin, the maid, says she's rather
oonvenient lioking height for bim, Caterina felt| tatohy on’ find-fantin' aboot her eloothes, Inike.
quita gratetul to the old dog for his friendliness, i But she’s young—sha'a young ; that'll wear off
Animals are such agresable friends—they a8k | when she's got a hoosband, an' children, an’
no questions, thoy pass no eritiolsms. summat else to think on, Sir Cristhifer's fuin

« The Mosslands was & remote part of the an’ delaignted, I can seo. He says to me th'
grounds, incirelod by the little stream issuing other mornin', says he, ¢ Well, Butm,.whut do
from the pool and cortainly, for a wet day, Ca-| you think of your young misthress us is to he?
tarina ocould hardly have chosen a less suitable | An’ T snys, ¢ Whay, yer honor, I think sho's as
walk for though the rain waa abating, and |fiin alassns ivor I est eyes on; an' I wish the
presently coased altogether, there was still a | Captain luck in s fain femily, an' yer honor
smnrt shower falling from the trees which sm:h-I laife an’ health to see't.” Mr. Warren says o,

ed over the greater part of her way. But she

found just the desired relief from her feverish

excitement in labouring along the wet paths

with an umbrells that made her arm ache. This

amount of exertion was to her tiny body what
a day's hunting often was to Mr. Gilfil, who at

timea had his fita of jeslousy snd eadness to got

rid of, and wisuly had recourse to naturo's io-

necent opium—fatigue.

When Caterina reached the protty arched
wooden bridge which formed the only entrance
to the Moslands for any Lut webbed feet, the
sun had mastered the clouds and was shining
through the boughs of the tall clms that made
o deop neat for the gardener's: cotbage—turning
the raindrops into dinmonds, and invitiog the
nasturtium fowera oreoping over tho poreh and
low-thatehed roof to lift up their Aame-colour-
od heads opes wore, Tho rooks were cawing
with many-voiced monotony, apparently—Dby o
romarkable approximation to human intelli-
genoe—finding grent converantional resources in
the change of weather, Tho mossy turf, studded
with broard blades of bulbous plants told that
Mce. Bato's nest was eather damp in the best of
woather ; but he was of the opinion that a lit-
tla estornal moisture would hurt no man who
was not proversely negleotful of that obvious
and providentisl antidote, ram-nnd-water.

Ouatarina loved this nest. Every object in it
every sound that haunted it, had been fumilinr
to hor from the doye when she had been carried
thither on Mr. Bato's arm, making little cawing
noisos to imitate the rooks, clapping her handg
at the groen frogs leaping in the wmoist gross,
and fixing grave oyes on the gardener’s fowls
oluek-clucking under their pens,  And now the
spot looked prettier to Her than ever; it wad o
out of the way of Miss Assher, with her bnl-
liant beauty, and personal claims, and small
eivil remarks. She thought Mr. Bates would
not be come in from his dinner yet, so alio would
wit down and wait for him,

But sle was wistaken. Mr. Bates was soat:
ed in his arm chalr, with his pocket-handker-
chief thrown over hia face, na the most eligible
mods of pussing awny thoso superfluous hours
betwoen meals when the weather drives a man
indoors. Roused by the furious barking of his
chamed bullbog, be diseriod his little fuvorsts
approaching, and forthwith pressnted himself
at the doorway, looking disproportionately tsll
compared with the height of his cottage. The
bulldog, meanwhile, unhent from the severity
of his ofical domeanovr, and commenced o
triandly interehango of ideas with Rupert.

Mpr. Bata's hair was now grey, but his frume
wan hono the less stalwurt, and his faes lovked
all the redder, making an artistic contrast with
the doep blue of his cobton neckorchiof, and ol

the masther's all for forradin’ the weddin’, an’
il vory Ladka by alors th’ sutinmn's oob.'’

As Mr, Bates ran on, Oaterina folt something
like & painful contraction at her heart. ** Yes,""
sho said, rising, T dare say it will. Sir Chris-
topher is vory anxions for it, But T must go,
uncle Bates; Lady Cheverel will be wanting
me, and it i your dinner-time."

#* Nuy, niy dinner doont sinnify a bit; but I
moosn't kaep ye if my ledy wants ye. Though
I hevn'n thanked ye half anoof for the comfiter
—the wrap-raskil, a8 they call's. My feckins,
it's s beauty. But yo look very whaite and
sudly, Miss Tiny : T doubt ye're poorly: an
this walkin® ' th” wet isn't good for ye,""

0 yos, it is indeed,”" asid Cnterinn, hasten-
ing out, and taking up her umbrolly from the
kitohen door.
good-by. "'

She tripped off, calling Ropirt, while the
good gardener, his hands thrust deep in his
pockets, stood looking after lier and shaking his
liend with rather o melaneholy wir,

« She gets moor nesh and dillicat than iver,'
he said, half to himsell and hall to Hester.—
# Tehouldn't wonder if she fados away, laike
them cyoluymons ns I transplanted, Shoe puta
me i’ maind on 'em somehow. bangin® on their
little thin stalks, 8o whaite an’ tinder,"

The poor little thing made hor wiy back, no
longer hungering for the eold moist nir as o
counteractive of inward excitement, hut with a
ehill st her heart which made tho outward chill
only depressing.  The golden sunlight beamed
through the dripping boughs like & Shechinah,
or visible preeence, and the birds wees obirping
and trilling their new satumnal songs so sweet-
ly, it ssemed as il their thronta, o8 well ag the
air, wore all tho clearor fur the rain ; but Cater-
ina movaed through all this joy and boauty like
n poor wounded loveret painfully dragging its
little body through the swect clover-tofie—Tfor
it, aweet in vain,  Mr, Bates's words about Sie
Christopher's juy, Mism Assher’s bauty, and
the mearncs of the wedding, hud ¢ome upon
her like the pressure of a eold Lund, rousing
her from confused doming to a perception of
hard, fawilinr realitics. It is o with amotiunil
nitures, whoss thoughte arn more than the
Reoting shudows cost by feeling : to them words
nre fnats, and, even when known to be fulse,
have a mastery over their smilée and toars.—
Catering entered her own room again with no
other chango from her furmer stato of despon.
dency nod wrotchedness than wn additionnl eense
of injury from Anthony. Ilis behavior towards
her in the morning was a new wrong. To snateh
n coress whon she jostly olaimed an expression

‘o1 must really go now; so

of penitence, of regret, of sympathy, was fo
miake more light o her than over.

CHAPTER VIl

That evening Miss Assher soemed to carry
hersell with unusual haughtiness, and was
ooldly abservant of Citerinn,  Thers was un-
mistakably thunder in theair. Captain Wy-
hrow appeared to take the matter easily, and
was inclined to brave it out hy paying more
than ordinary attention to Caterinn,  Mr. Gilfil
had induced her to play n game at draoghts
with him, Lady Assher heing seated at piequet
with Sir Christopher, und Miss Asshor in deter-
mined conversation with Lndy Cheverel. Aun
thony, thus left as an odd mnit, sauntered up to
Unterina’s chair, and leansd hohind, watching
the game, Tina, with all the remembranoces of
the morning thick upon her, felt her cheoks
hecoming more and more ¢rimson, and at last
said impatiently, © Iwish yun would go away."

This happened direotly wnder the view of
Miss Assher, who saw Caterinn’s reddening
checks, saw that she said something impatient-
Iy, und that Captain Wybrow moved away in
consequence.  Thero was another pordon, too,
who had noticed this incident with strong in-
tarest, and who wns moreover aware that Miss
Assher not only saw, but keenly ohsorved what
was passing.  That other person was Mr. Gilfil,
and ho drew some painful conclusions which
heightened his anxiety for Catering.

The next morning, in spite of thy fine weather,
Miss Assher declined riding, and Ly Cheverel,
perceiving that there wias somithing wrong

be left together in the drawing-room. Miss
Assher, seaterd on the sofa near the fira, wis
busy with some fancy-work, in which sheseemed
bent on miking great progreas this morning.—
Captain Wybrow; sat opposite, with u newspa-
per in his hand, from which he read exfracts
elaboratoly easy air, willally unconscious of the
contemptuous silencs with which she pursued
her filagroe work. At longth he put down the
paper, which he could no longer pretend not ko
have exhausted, and Miss Asshor then said,—
* You ssom to b on vory intimats bams with
Miss Sarti' |
“ With Tina? oh yos; she has always boin
the pat of the house, you know,
quite brother and sister together, "’
“* Sistors don’t generally color so vary deoply
when their brothers approach them."
¢ Dos sha oolor? | never noticed ik,
gho's o timid little thing."
It would be much better if you woull not
be 80 hypocritical, Captain Wybrow. [ am
oonfident there has bean soma firtation hetwosn
you. Miss Sarti, in hor position, would never |
spaak to you with thy petalunce she dil Iu.st.!
night, if you bad not given her some kind of
claim on you."' {
* My dear Bontrica, now do be reasonablo ;!
do ask yoursoll what earthly probubility there
in that I should think of flirting with poor little
Tina. Jstheroanything ahout her to attract
that sort of nttention? She is morechild than
woman, One thinks of hor as a little girl to be
putted and played with."
“ Pray, what were you playing at with ler
yesterday morning, when I eame in unexpeoted-
ly, and hor checks wero flushed and her hands
trembling ? "'
“ Yesterday morning?—0, T remember. You
know T always teazo her wbout Gillil, who is|
over head and ears in love with her; and she is |
angry ot that,—porhaps, because she likes him. |

Wo have been

But

hore, and Siv Christopher has set his heart on
their marrying.'

4 Captain Wybrow, you are very false. It
had nothing to do with Mr, Gilil that she col-|
oréd last night when you leaned over her chair,
You might just as well bo eandid.  If your own

Imlnd 18 not made up, pray do no violenos to
| yoursall. | aim quito ready to give way to Miss
| Surti's superior unttractions, Understand that, |
L% fur 48 I pm concerned, you are perfectly ab
|iihurty, I decline any share in the affection of
{a man who forfeita my respact by duplivity.
| In saying this, Miss Assher ross and waa
(ewoeping haughtily out of tha room, when
Captain Wybrow placed himself before hor, und
took ber hand,

| “ Dear, duvar Beatrice, be patient ; do not
judige me g0 rashly.  Sit down again, sweet,"
he ndded in o pleading voice, pressing both her
hands hetween his, and leading her hack to the
sofis, whore he sat down beside her. Miss Asshor
[ was not unwilling to baled back or to listen,
butuho retained her cold and havghty express-
| jon.

 Cun you not trust me, Beatrice? Can you
not believe mo although there may by things 1
[ unuhble to explain?"
¢ Why should there be anything you are un-

whle to explin?  An honourable man will not
he placed in ciroumstances which he cannot vx-
plain to the woman hesseks to make his wify.
He willnot ask her to beliove that ho wets pro-
perly ¢ he will lot her know that he does so.
Let mo go, sir."”

Sho wttemptod to rise, but he passed his hand
tound her waist and detained her,

** Now, Beatrice dear,"” he sxid iinploringly,
 ean you understund that thers nre things o
man doesn’t like to talk about—werets that he
st keep lor the suke of others, and not for
liiw own suke?  Everything that relates to my.
seif you may ask me, but do not nsk me to tell
other people’s secrots,  Don't you understund
me?

0 yes,"" eaid Miss Asshor seornfuily, © 1
understand.  Whenever you make love to awo
man--thut iy hor secrat, which you are bound to
keep-for her,  But it is folly to be talking this
wiy, Usptain Wybrow. Tt is very plain thit
thore I some relution more than friendship ox-
wting between: you and Miss Sartl.  Sines you
cannot explain that relation, thers in no more
to be said hotwoeen us,"

“ Confound it. Beatrice! you'll drive me
mnd,  Can s fellow bhelp s girl's fulling in love
with him?  Such things are always happening,
but men don't talk of them. These fancies will
spring up without the slightest foundation, cs-
pocinlly when a womdn sees féw people: they
idie oub again when thers s no encouragement,
If you eould like mo. you ought nob to be sur-

They were ol playfellows yoears befure I came |

prised that other people cun ; you oughtto think
the hetter of them for it."

‘ You menn to say, then, that Miss Sarti is
in love with you, without yonr ever having
made love to her.”

* Do not press me to say such things, dour-
@b, It is enough that you know I lave you—
that I am devoted to you. You naughty queen
you, you know there is no chance for sny ong
else where you are.  You are only tormenting
me, to prove your power over me.  But don't
be too eruel : for you know they say 1 have an-
other heart-disease besides love, nnd these scenes
bring on terrible palpitations."

“ But I must have an answer to this one ques-
tion,"" said Miss Assher,a little softened, * Has
there been, or is there, any love on your side to-
wards Miss Sarti? I have nothing to_ do with
her foelings, but I have a right to know
yours. "

1 liko Tina very much ; who would not Iike
such o little simple thing? You wounld not
wigh me me not to like her?  But love—that is
a different affluir.  One has o brotherly affec-
tion for much o woman ua Tiow ; Lot it is snother
sort of woman that one loves."
| Theso lnst words were made dunhly ifinificant
by a look of tenderness, and o kiss imprinted

{on the hand Captain Wybrow held in his. Miss

Assher wua conquered. It was so far from
probable that Anthony should love that pale -
| significant little thing—so highly probable that

between the lovers, took care that they ahuuld!h“ ghould adors the besutiful Misss Assher, On

Lthe whole, 1t was rather gratifying that other
women should ba languishing for her handsome
lover ; he really was an exquistle croature, Poor
Miss Sarti!  Woll, she would gat uver it.
Captain Wybrow saw his sdvantags.  * Come,
swoot love," he continued,  lst us talk no
more about unpleasant things,  You will keep
Tina's seerot, nnd be very kind t ler—won’t

:you ?—for my sake. But you will ride out now?

'8se what o glorous day it is for viding. Let

| me order the horses, I'm torribly in want of
the air, Come, give me one forgiving ks, and

say you will go."
Miss  Asshor complied with thy double re-
quest, and then went to oquip hersilf for  the

Iridu, while her lover walked t) the sut)los,

CHAPTER IX.
Meanwhile Me. Gilfil, who had o heavy

:weightou his mind, had watched for the mo-

mont when, the two elder ladies having deiven
our Caterina would probably be alons in Lady
Cheverol's siittog-room. Hy wamt op and
kanocked at the door,

o Qome in," anvid the swaot mallow voies, al-
ways thrilling to him as the spund of rippling
warer to the thirsty.

Hyentered and found Caterina standing in
gome eonfusion, us if she had been startled from
nroverie.  She lelt relioved when slio saw it
wis Maynavd, but, tho next momont 1t s it
tle pottish that he should have come to inter-

{rupt and frighten her.

# Oh, is it you, Maynard !
Lady Cheverel? ™
+ No, Caterina,” ho answarsd gravely ;41

Iy you want

want you. 1 have something very particular to

say to you. Will you let mesitdown with yon |

for half an hour? ™

« Yeu dear old preacher, " suid Catisring, sit-
ting down with an air of weariness; ** what is
| Yo

Mr. Gilfil placed bimsolf oppsits to her, and
said, “* I hopa you will not h: hurt, Caterinn,
by what T am going to say tiysu. 1 do not
spenk from any other foelings than real affection
and anxiety for you. T put everything elas out
of the quostion. You know thiit yon are more
to me thanall the world : but | will not thrust
hefura you a feeling which you are uoable to
roturn. I speak to yon nsn hrother—the old
Maynard that used to seold you forgelting your
fishing-line tangled ten yours w0, You will
not balieve that [ have any mean, selfish motive
in mentioning things that aré painful to you."

“ No; I know you ure very good," said Cat-
erina abstractadly.

wFrom what [ saw yostordiy evening,” Mr.
(#1A] went on, hesitating and eolonring elight-
Iy, ** I sm led to foar—pray forgive mo if 1 am
wrong, Caterina—that you—that Cuptain Wy-
brow is base enough still to trifle with your
fealings, that he still allows himself to behuve
to you a8 no man ought who is the declwred
lover of another womun, "

o What do you mean Maynned? " said Cate-
rina, with anger flasting from her oyes. ** Do
you menn that 1 let lnio make love o me?
What do you wmwean thil you saw yesterday
evening? "'

4 Do not beangry, Caterina. 1 don't sus-
pect you of doing wrong. [ only suspeot that
that heartless puppy of Leliving so usto keep
awake feolings in you thnt not only destroy
your own peace of wind, but may lead to very
bad consequences in rogard to others. T want
to warn you that Miss Asther Lias her eyes opon
oi what passes hetween you snd Cuptain Wy-
brow, and 1 feel surc she is gotting jealous of
you, Pray be very carolul, Gaterina, and try
te bahave with true politences and indifforence
to him. You must ses by this time that hoe is
not worth the feeling you have given him. [le's
more disturbed at his pulse beating ono too miny
in & minute, than at all the msery he has caus-
ed you by hix foolish trifling, "

** You pught not to speak so of him, May-
nard," said Caterioa, passionately, * Ho in
not what you think. He did oare for me; He
did love me ; only he wanted to do what his
unele wished."

WO to besure! I know it is ooly from the
most virtuous motives that he does what is con
venient to himsell.™

Mr. Gilfill poused.  He felt that bo was get-
ting irritated, and defeating hin own ohjeet,

Pressntly e continned in & ealo and affectionate
tone. '

¢ [ will say no more about what I think of
him, Caterinn. But whother he loved you or
wot, his position now with Miss Assbher is such
thit any love you may cherinh for him can only
bring misery. God koows, I don't expect you
(o loaye off loving him at & moment's motice.—

!linven't been half ¢o woll lately. That scena | proniinent—lost none of its energy

{ the little grasshopper happy. 1f1 had been in
| different position, I would certainly have mar-
(ried her myself, but thut was out of the question

Acoustomed to view peopls who entered into
his pluns by the ploasant light which his own
strong will and bright hopefalness were slwuys
casting on the future, he eaw nothing bul
personal charms and promising domesiio quali-
tiea in Miss Assher, whose quickness of eyt
and taste in external formed s real grovnd of
sympathy between her and Sir Christopher.
Lady Cheveral's enthusinam nover rose above
the temporate mark of -calm satiafaction, and
having quite her share of the critical acumen
which charaoterisos the mutual estimates of tha
fair sex, she had & more moderate opinion of
Miss Assher's qualities. She suspected that
the fair Beatrios hnd o sharp snd imperious
temper ; and being hersell, on principle nnd by
habitual pelf-command, the most dcferentinl of
wives, shenoticed with disapproval Miss
Assher’s pccasional air of auathority towards
Captain Wybrow. A proud woman wha has
learned to submit, carries all her pride w the
reinforcement of her submission, and looks down

Time and aleance, and trying to do what is right y
arc tho only oures, If it were not that Sir
topher and Lady Cheverel would be displeassd
und pamsled at your wishing to leave home just
now I would beg you to pay a visit to my sister,
The and her husband are good creatures, and
would make their house a home for you.  But
I could not urge the thing just now without
giving n specinl resson, and what is most of all
to he dreaded, is the raising of any suspicion in
Sir Chrietopher's mind of what has happened
in the past, or of your present feelings. You
think #o to, don't you, Tina 7"

Mr. Gilfil pausod agnin, but Catorinn made
no reply. She was looking away from him
out of the window, and her eyes were {illing
with tears. He rose, and advancing a little
towards her, held ont his band and said,—

i Forgive me, Caterina, for intruding on your
foelings in this way. I wasso afreid you might
not be aware how Miss Assher watohed you.—
Remember, I entreat you, that the peace of the
whole family depends on your power of govorn-
ing yoursell, Only say you forgive me before 1

with severe supariority on all feminine assump-
tion as ** unbocoming.” Lady Cheverel, how.
go. ever confined her eriticisms 10 the p waey of

“ Dear, good Maynard,"" ehoe said, steotohing | hey own thoughts, and, with a revicence which
out her Jittle hand, and tuking two of his 1arge | [ fayr wray seem incredible, did not use them as
fingers in her grasp, while hor tows flowed fast i | o picann of disturbing her husband’s vomplacon-
“Iam very oross to you. But my heart 4oy
breaking. 1 don’t know what I do. Good-by.'

Ha stooped down, kissed the little hand, and
then left the room.

« Phe surssd scoundrel ! ' he muttered be
tween his teoth, as he closed the door behind
him. **If it were not for Sir Christopher, 1
ghould like to pound him ioto pasts to poison
puppies like himeelf! *

ny autumn days. in whieh the skies seomed to
be smiling on the family gladness! To her the
change in Misa Assher's manuner was unaceouni-
nble. Those vompassionate atentjpns,thoss smil-
ing condeeensions, were tortare to Ostoring, who

\unger. She thought, *'Perhups Anthony has tuld
lier to be kind 1o poor Tina. This was an insult.
CHAPTER X, He ought to have known that the mere presence

That evening Oapioin Wybrow, roturning | of Miss Assher was painful 1o her, that Miss
from @« loeng ride with Misa Asshor, wont Assher's smiles scorched her,that Miss Assher's
up to his dressing-room, and soited him. [Kind words were like poison stings inflaming her
s6ll with an air of considerable lassitude before 10 madness. And he—Anthony—he was evi
his mirror, The refleotion thera presented of dently repenting of the tenderness he had been

| his exquisite self was cortainly paler and more betrayed into that morning in the drawing-room.

worn than usual, aod might excuse the nnxiety | He was cold and distant and eivil to her, o ward
with which he firet feli bis pulse, and then laid O Beairica's suspicions, and Beatrice could bo
his hand on his heart. 's0 gracious now, because ahe was sure ol
+ [t's & dovil of a position this for n man to | Anthony'sentire devotion. Wall! and so it
boin,” was the train of histhought,as he kept |0ught to be—and she ought not to wish it other-
his eyes fixed on the gluss,while bie leaned back | Wise. And yot—oh, he was eruel to her, She
in his ehair, and crossed his haods behiod his | conld never have behaved so to him.  To make
houd ; ** betwaon two jeslous women, and buth [ her love him so—tn speak such tender words—
ol them ss ready to take fire as tinder. And 10 give her such caresses, and then 1o behave as
in my state of health too! [ should be glad iFsuch things hud never heen, He kad given
enough to run awny from the whols affair, snd her the poison that seamed so swest while she
go off to some lotos enting place or other wherg was drinking it,and  now it was in her blood,
thera aro no women, or only wamen who nre too wnd she was helploss.”
sleopy to be jealous. Here am [, doing nothing | With this tempest pent up in her bosow, the
to please myself, trying to do the best thing for | poor child want up o her roomnevery night, and
everybody olss, and oll the comfort [ get is ta thore it all burst forth, There, with loud

huve fire shot uk me from women's oyes, and . whispors and sobs, restlessy pacing up and down

voriom spirited at me from women's (ongues. | lying on the hard Qoor, courting co'dl and weari-
If Beatrice takes another jelous fit inte hor ness, she told 1o the pitiful listening night the
heiad-=and it's likely enough, Tiox is se un |anguish which she rould pour intw no morial
manageabls—I don't know what storm she may |ear.  But alwayssleep came at last, and always
raise, And any hiteh in this marriage espocial. in the morning the resctive ealm thut ensbled
Iy of that sort, might beu fatul business for her to live through the day.

the old gentleman., 1 wouldn’t have much 1t is smnzing how long a young frame will
blow fill upon him for a great deal. Beides, go oo butthog with this wort of secret wreiched-
& man must bs married some time in his life, and | ness, and yeou show no traces of the conflien for
I could hurdly do better than maery Beatrico [any but symputhetic eye.  The very delicacy ol
She's an uncommonly fine woman, and ['m | Caterina’s usual appesrance, her nawaral pale.
renlly very fond of her ; und as 1 shall let her ness and  habitually quiet mouse-like ways,

| bavo her own way, her temper won't aignify made any symptoms of fatigue and suffering leas
| much,

I wish the wedding was over and done | noticeable.  And her singing—the one thing in
with, for this fuss docsn’t suit me at all. I which she coased 10 be passive, and became
She soma-
abaut Tina this morning quite upsat ma. Poor times wondered herself how it was that whether
little Tina ! Whit a little simpleton it was, to she feltsad or angry, crushed with the senso of

| get her heart on me in that wiy ! Bug nh.,'AnlImn}"u indifference, or burning with im-

ought to see how imposgible is it that things patience under Miss Asssher's attentions, it was
should be difforent. |fahe would but under. | alwaysa rélief 1o herto sing. Those fall deep
stund how kindly I foel towards her, and make |notes she sent forth seemed 1o be lifiing the pain
up her mind to look on me ae & [riend ;—but | from her heart—seemuil to be earrying away tho
that ie what one never ean get n women to do.
Beatrice is very good oatured ; I'm sure she
would be kind to the little thing.

| madness from her brain.
| Thus Lady Cheverel noticed no change in
It would be [Cdatering, and it was only Mr. Gilil who dis-

|4 great oomfort if Tioa would take to Giifil, if |cerned with anxity the feverish spot that some

it were only in anger against me. He'd make |1imes rosa on her cheek, the deepening violey
her o oapital hushand, and I should like to sue
glance, the unhealthy glitter of the beautiful
eyes themselves,

But, ulas ! those agitated nights were produe.
ing a more falal effect than was represented by
these slight outward changes.

[ro 88 coxtiNUED. |

with my responsibilities to Sir Christopher.
I think a little persuasion from my unele would
bring her toaccept Gilfil; I know she would
never be able to oppose my unele’s wishes. And
if they wore once murried, sbe'ssuch o loving
little thing, she woald soon be billing nnd  evo-
ing with bim as if she had never koown me.
[v would certainly be the best thing for her
happiness if that marriage were hastened.
Heightio ! Thoss are lucky fellows that have
no women falling in love with them. It's a
ounlounded responsibility.™

At this point in bis meditations he turned
his head w little, sous to get a three.quarter
view of his face, Clearly it wos the ** dono
infelice della bellezza "' that laid thess onorous
duties upon bim—an iden whiok naturally sug-
gested thas he should ring for his valet,

For the next few days, however, there was
such a ocssntion of thresléning symptomy us to
rully theanxiety both ol Captain Wybrow, and
Mr Gilal. Al enrthly things have their lull
even on nights when the most unsppensable
wind is raging, thers will be a moment of svill-
nees boefore it crashes among the boughs again,
and storms ogainst the windows, and howls
like o thousand lost demoos throngh the key-
lioles,

Mies Assher appeared to bein the highost
good-humovr ; Captain Wybrow  was wmore
issiducun than ususl, and wes very ciroum
spoctin hin behaviour (o Caterioa, on whom
Miss Aetlher bestewed unwonted attentions,
The weather was brilliant; there were riding
axoursions in the mornings and dinner. parties
in tho evenings. Consultations in the library
batween Sir Christopher nnd Lady Assher seem-
ed to be leading to a satisfactory result ; and it
was underatood shat this visit a1 Cheverel
Manor would terminate in another formight,
when the preparations for the wedding would
bo carried forward with all despateh at Farleigh.
The baronst soemed evory day more radinot)

-

Purmir Wir—In Penneylvania thers is

clergymun almost a8 remarkable for eloguenco
and cecentricity as Lorenzo Dow  himself.—On
clarity ocossions his pathos, wit, and somo-
times bitter sutive, are sure to win more bank
notes and gold coin to the State than the deco-
rous eloguence of hull s dozen other men.  On
o late occasion he was preaching a temperunco
sermon, which prodoced unvsoal effect on the
nudienca.  Among other things, he asserted, os
u result of his owo obaervation, thut a confissed-
ly ** moderate drinker '" was supe to hecowe o
confirmed inebrintw within five years after he
reached that stage of indulgence,
Ho was interrupted here by a man in the
sudience, who started ap in great excitement,
proclaiming himsolf & mederate drinker of ten
years standing, and one on whom the habit
made no progross.

I gay, friond, stand up here and lot me have
a look at you,"

The mun made an offort to brave the host of
oyes turned upon him, and stood his ground,

+¢ Nearer, man !'? eried the ministor, beekon-
ing with his finger. ** Hold a light up to ths
brother's fuce oo of you. Step up on the
beneh and give us o good look.™

The moderate drinker was not to be looked
down or talked down, snd not only mounted
the bench but allowed & lamp to be held closs
to his face,

The winister bent over hik cushion, and gave
the face a long survey.

“ That will do," said he, drawing baok,
““ That will do, my friend, and now Lesy if |
owed the devil n debt of & hundred drunkards,
and had paid him ninety-nine, and he wooldn't
take you in full puyment at the ond of five
yeare, [ would never pay him.”

And Caterinn ! How did she pass these sun- |

was constantly tempted to repulse them with |

tint under her eyes, and the sirange absent |

How to Eat Wisely.

Dr. Hall, i his Joarnsl, gives the following
advios :—

1. Never sit down to a table with an anxious
or disturbed mind ; better a hundred fold inter-
mit that meal, for there will then be that muoch
more food in the world for hungrier stomacha
than yours; and, besides, aating, under such
circumstances, can only, and will always. pro-
long and aggravate the condition of things,

2. Never git down to a menl after any intense
mental effort, for physical and montal injury are
imevitable, and no man hasa right to deliber-
ately injure body, mind or estate,

8. Never go to s full tablo during bodily ex-
hnustion—designated by some as being worn out
tired to death, used up, done over, and the like.
The wisest thing yon ean do under such eiroumn-
stances, i8 to take a crackerand a eup of warm
tea, vither black or green, and no more. In ten
minutes you will fool & dogres of refreshment
nod liveliness which will be pleasantly surpris-
ing to you ; notof the transient kind which
glass of liguor affords, but permanent ; for the
ten gives present stimulus and o little strength,
|ar|d before it wabsides, nutriment begins to be
drawn from the sugar and cream and bread,
thus allowing the body gradually  und by safe
|degroes to regain its usual vigor.

Then in a
couple of hours, you may tuke a full meal, pro-
vided it does not bring it later than two hours
before sundown ; if later, then take nothing
for that day in addition to the eracker and tes
and the next day you will feel o freshness and
vigor not recantly known.

No reader will require to be wdvised a second

time, who will inake o trinl as above, while it
18 & fact of no unusual observation, samong in-
telligent phiysiciaty that cating heartily, and un-
{der bodily exhaustion is not unfrequently the
etuse of alarming and puinful iliness. and some-
lmu{-n sudden denth. These things being so, lot
| every lamily make it a point to assemble around
ilhn family board with kindly foelings, with a
cheerful humor, and a courteous spirit; and
let that membar be sent from it in disgracs who
presumes o mar the ought-to-be blest raunion,
hy sullen silence, or impatient look or angry
tone, or compliining tongue.—~Eat in thankful
gludness, ar away with you to the kitehon, yon
ungrateful, pestilent lout that youare! There
was grand and good philosophy in the old time
||:n:1t.r.1u| of having o buffoon or masic at the dine
ner table,

e

A Story with a Moral.

Mr. Bones, of the firm of Fossil, Bones& Co.,
wad one of thoss remanrkabls money-making mon
whoso uninforrapted # wesss in trado has been
the wonder, and afforded material for the gossip
of the town for several years, Being of a famali-
ur turn ofmind, he was froquently inferrogated
on the subjeot, and invariably gave as the secrat
ol his suceess, that he always mindod his own
business.

A gontleman met Mr. Bones on the Assun-
pink Bridge. He was guzing intontly on the
dashing, toaming waters, us thoy foll over the
dam.  He was evidontly ina brown study,
Our Iriend venturad to distarl) his cogitations

* Mr. Bones, tell me how to make s thousand
dollars.”"

Mr. Bones continued looking intently at the
water. At last lie ventured a reply.

“* Do you see that dam, my [riend 2

“Certainly I do.™

“ Wall, here you wmay learn the sserot of
muking money.  ‘Thut water would waste nway
nnd be of no practieal vse to anybody but for
the dam, That dam turns it to good avevunt,
mnkes it perform some useful purpose, and then
suffers it to pass wlong,  That large paper mill
i« kept in constant motion by this simple
economy.  Muny mouths are fod in the manu-
facture of paper, and intelligence is scattored
brogdeast ovor the lund on the sheets that are
dwily turned out ; nnd by the different processes
| thro' which 1t pusses, money is maide, So it is
| in the living of hundreds of people.

enough of money.

They ges
It passes through their
hands eyery day, and at the year's end thoy are
no better off.  What is the reason? They
want a dam. Their expenditures are increasing,
and no practical good is attained. They want
them dammed up, #o that nothing will pss
throngh their hands without bringing some.
thing hack—withont necomplishing some useful
purpose.  Dam up your axpenses and yoo will
20on have enough occustinally to spare s little,
just like that daw. Took at it, my friend.
o
A mare  Revorvmoxswy Reue,—We were
shown, lately, the cane which General Stark
hold in his hand before the battle of Benning-
| ton,and which he shook at the advancing
British army, exclaiming, ** Boys, I'll win this
|ﬁgl|t to-day, or Molly shall b s widow.” Ha
{won it It s of jointed Indinn wood, resembling
bamboo, apparently heavy, but in reality light.
Its color s brown, mottled with yollow. The
crown is mother-of-pearl, Tt was bequeathed
|lu Henry I, Tlirst, Esq, by Mr. Stevens, of
| Newburyport, Massachusetts, and was delivered
to him by Captain Thomas Brown, of this city.
Mr. Stevens was & descondant of General Stark.
|'l'hu cane never Teft the family. Mr. Hirst
intends presenting it to the Hall of Independ-
ence,— Philadelphia City Item.
-
A young couple were wedded last week in In-
dinnn, and the bridegroom gave the bride-s bad
‘nnmo at the very altar. His own nams waa
| Outlaw,
[ - —-
Sam, how did you like the knife 1 sold you
yesterday?  Oh, it wasn't very sharp, but you
mianaged to shuve me with it .

: S -

| An editor in owr neighborhood says that he

nlways has his proof ready for whatever he as-

parts,  We understand that his prool is genar-

ully fourth-proof,

e -

A wag being told by an acquaintance that

| Miss Brown, (who i& rather a broad featured

lady,) had & benign conntenance, he raplied,
" Perhaps you mean seven-by-nine."




